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In utter despair, with tears in her eyes, she could hardly see where she was going; 
her body was on corporeal auto-drive, going nowhere in particular, just away, just 
away. She was running as fast as she could, unable to think, unable to process what 
had just happened; unable to come to terms with the fact that she had just seen the 
love of her life in a pool of blood with a bullet pierced right through his 
forehead. She didn't know to where she was running. Just away, just away from 
there. As soon as she passed through the door she heard gunshots. They were 
gunshots at her; she bolted down a flight of stairs in survival mode and starting 
running towards the floor's elevator whose door was quickly closing. She put her 
foot between the closing doors right in time to cause the elevator to reopen. She 
ran into the elevator and immediately pushed 'close door' about 20 times 
consecutively. Please, Please, Please, close, close, close, close. She prayed to a 
God she didn't even believe existed for those doors to close before her assailant 
himself closed in. The doors closed. She heard the stairwell door open, she had 
been only seconds ahead of her pursuer. She didn't even contemplate what fate would 
have lain in store for her if someone was lying in wait in the lobby. Fortunately, 
there was no one there, she sprinted out of the lobby to bust through a side door 
and enter the parking garage. She got in her car and made a look back so as to 
check if anyone was there; there wasn't. So she relaxed. 

Another gunshot. She felt the car jolt and shake. Her head crashed into the window. 
She felt her body contract and grip the steering tightly. Putting a pedal to the 
metal she bolted out of there; Della couldn't even begin to think what had just 
happened. In utter despair, her automatic reaction was immediately to go home. On 
the way, she collapsed with tears in her eyes. While stopped at a street light, she 
picked up the phone to call the police, but she was on corporeal auto-drive; she 
could hardly see where to go. 

In a nervous breakdown, she couldn't stop banging the steering wheel again and 
again in outright frustration; the 911 operator then answered but Della hung up as 
the car behind her honked. She couldn't stop panting long enough to form words. 
She'd be home soon. 

She lived around the corner from Bran's compartment. Della started pulling into her 
townhouse complex then froze; the blinds on her patio door were shut, the blinds 
were never shut. No one else had access to her home. She had never once closed 
those blinds. 

There was someone there. There was someone else there waiting. Della was 
dumbstruck; she didn't know what to do; she drove around the block. At this point, 
Della broke down completely, not knowing what to do or where to go she decided just 
to drive and not to think; she didn't know where she was going, just away, just 
away from there. What was she going to do? To whom was she going to turn? Then 
Della remembered the lipstick camera. She flipped open her smart phone, loaded her 
VPN, typed ip address and entered in her secret passcode. She perused a listbox to 
the option to activate the lipstick; it overlooked her office and studio area as 
well as the lower floor where the blinds were situated. 

Della clicked the option to turn it around 360 degrees, then gasped in shock; there 
sitting on her couch was a man in a black suit. He was sitting there all 
indiscriminately; lying on his lap was a gun. He was, at that very moment, 
simultaneously, attaching a silencer to the barrel; she knew he meant to kill her. 
He was an assassin. He was an assassin sent to kill her. 

He had finished screwing on the silencer; he began texting on a smart phone. Della 
herself then took a screenshot; she logged out of her server, not knowing that 



she'd never log into it again. Della had no idea why this was happening. She wasn't 

cut out for this she wasn't a hidden spy; she didn't want to live a dark and secret 

clandestine story of a spy in a life all hidden, had someone given her a choice 

whether to live a life as an intrepid character in some James Bond novel she would 
have said explicitly no thanks. 

She was in a nervous breakdown. She tried calling her boss. No answer. Della pulled 
into a motel parking lot and began to ball her eyes out. She had nowhere to turn; 
no one to trust she knew no one nearby. Then after a duration the length of which 
she did not count she scrounged for her phone; she reckoned she should recall the 
authorities. 9...1...1... then when she was about to call her phone vibrated to 
indicate an incoming call. Della didn't recognize the number; nobody knew her 
number. She thought twice about answering a number she did not know and chose not 
to. It could be the same people who meant to kill her. 

Della let the call ring out. Immediately, she regretted it. It could have been 
Peeta, her boss, returning her call. It was in all likelihood the police calling 
back from when she fumble dialed emergency. Then the phone vibrated again. Della 
answered in a tearsome voice, 

"Hello?" 

"Della! Thank God! Where are you?" 

"Who is this?" 

"It's Jake." 

Jake? He didn't have her number. How did he get her number? 

"How did you get this," 

"Della listen closely" interrupted Jake. 

"Jake, Bran is dead." 

A short pause. 

"So is Willy, Charles, Luce and Charlotte." 

Silence followed. 

"what about Peeta?" 

"I can't get a hold of him, where are you?" Jake asked exasperingly. 

She thought twice before answering. She didn't trust Jake. But she knew he was a 
friend of Bran. A good friend, a real friend; more than just a work friend. Jake 
outranked her at the base; Della didn't even know what Jake did; he was always 
going up and down between classified floors trying to assess relevance of different 
projects and asking scientists very pointed specific questions; since the research 
they were doing on Bran's level involved neural electroshock stimulation, perhaps 
it was better that she didn't ask. It was all compartmentalized need-to-know. 

"Where are you?" Jake repeated. 

"I don't know, I've never been here before. About 5 minutes north of," 

"Can you meet me?" 

"Jake what's going on?" 

"The project has been compromised." 

"Compromised by who?" 

Silence followed. 

Della then exclaimed "no one is supposed to know where we live, not even Peeta, I 
had to go to get special clearance to even know where Bran lived." 

"I know", said Jake, "it's someone very high up on the inside with 
compartmentalized deep access who we have been betrayed by. An expertly 
coordinated, highly-trained team is trying to take us out one by one." 

"But who? But why?" 

"Damn it Della there's a thousand reasons why. I don't know, all I know is that you 
and I need to get somewhere safe. Do you have anywhere you can go?" 

"No, I mean, I guess I can go somewhere, like a motel or something." 

"Do you have any cash on you?" 

She didn't. 




Jake then asked "Do you have your spare backup identification with you?" 

"My what? Spare identification?" 

"What level authorization are you?" 

"I'm level two." 

"Argh. Do you have a place to go that you can be safe without using credit cards or 
bank cards." 

She freaked out and started screaming, "NO! I don't have any money on me, Jake, 
there was a guy in my home! A man was sitting on my couch with a gun. I have 
nowhere else to go!" 

"Wait what you said, you saw a man in your house?" 

"I got a picture of him. Jake why are they," 

"Really? Ok listen where are you I will come to you. Where are you now?" 

She hesitated, she wasn't sure that meeting up with Jake was a good idea. She had 
always found Jake rather off beat; was it just a coincidence that he had proposed 
they meet immediately after she told him she had evidence fingerprinting the 
perpetrator? No, no, no, Della assured herself, such a skeptical regress will never 
end; she had nowhere to go; no cash on hand; no cash and no ability to get more 
cash; she didn't like the idea of sleeping in her car; where would she even go? No, 
she had to do something to take her mind off what had happened. She was already 
suffering from a nervous breakdown. 

"I don't know", Della said. "I have never been here before, when I got in my car, I 
just started driving." 

"Where's the closest intersection?" 

"I don't know." 

"Della, for God's sake, what does the street sign say?" 

"Papineau" 

"Papineau and what?" 

"Atwater to Albert." 

"Ok do you know where the Symbola Restaurant is?" She did. She recognized that. She 
had just passed by. 

"Yes." 

"Ok listen closely Della drive around in circles." 

"What?" 

"Drive around until you see a red Flextro car on the south corner next to it - next 
to the Symbola restaurant, when you see the red Flextro park in the parking lot of 
the restaurant. I will drive next to you and pick you up. I will be alone. You know 
what I look like right?" 

"Yes, yes I do." 

"When I get there turn your cell phone off. Take the battery out of it. Do you 
understand?" 

"Uh huh" she understood. 

"Repeat back to me, what kind of car will I be waiting in?" 

"Red Flextro." 

"Ok I will see you in 10 minutes." He hung up. 

Della drove for 4 minutes until she saw his car. She exited her car and popped the 
trunk to get her overnight bag when she heard gunshots. They were shooting at her. 
The shooter was shooting at her; she dived down to the ground hiding behind the 
front of the engine. 

Jake drove up next to her "Della stay down stay down"; he screamed through the 
window. Jake lowered his window and began to shoot bullets from his own gun at a 
brown Crown Victoria across the other side of the road. Jake said. "Get in! Get in! 
Quick! Leave what you have just get in!" She jumped into the back of his car 
without any of her belongings. She had dropped her purse while in shock. She had 
nothing on her except her cellular phone. 


Jake sped away with Della sprawled out on her side unbuckled in the back seat. She 



bumped around violently as Jake high-tailed it out of there. Jake apologized for 
the abruptness and asked if she was injured. No, Della said, only bruises. 

Della then asked, "why is someone trying to kill us?" 

Jake sighed. He didn't say anything at first, then he asked "Is your phone on?" 

"you said to turn it," 

"Good" said Jake, "Keep it off and take the battery out", she did what he asked of 
her. They raced along at a quick speed. Jake turned on to the freeway, they both 
knew they had a tail. Jake turned and flashed a round disc scanner at Della. It 
beeped. 

"Remove your earrings and put your phone next to you, any other piercings?" 

"No! Jake, why are you scanning me for?" 

"Della, do as I say this will only take a second. We are still in immediate danger 
if you want to survive you need you to trust me." She took out her earrings and put 
them next to the phone. The scanner changed color from red to green. "Good", he 
said, "I needed to make sure that you're not bugged." 

"BRAN IS DEAD! How could you possibly think I could be," 

"Listen Della, I don't know you, you don't know me; we're going to have to trust 
each other in a minimal way if we want to stay alive." 

Jake quickly glanced in his rear-view mirror at the brown Crown Victoria zipping in 
and out of traffic, firmly intent on catching up. 

"Della, stay down. Lie on the seat, but keep buckled in, expect a bumpy ride. Hold 
on - this may not be pretty." As Jake accelerated, Della saw he sought to lose the 
tail. He was speeding up right into the heavy jam-packed downtown traffic. Jake 
began to weave at high speed in and out, but the brown Victoria was still gaining. 

Jake began driving down the sidewalk. Della glanced up briefly, but was thrown down 
while they rammed through first a shopping cart, then construction signs, then 
pylon after pylon. Jake looked back to see their chaser follow. Jake turned back on 
to the road. He began to accelerate hoping to pass the intersection before the 
light switched from yellow to red. They weren't going to make it. They weren't 
going to succeed. 

Jake pressed the horn loud; the rush of lateral traffic showed no sign of slowing 
down or paying heed to the two maniacal vehicles bearing down on their location. 
"Brace for impact!" screamed Jake, as the red Flextro then entered the flow of 
oncoming lateral traffic. Della braced for impact. There was barely any time to say 
a prayer or heed some ritual of finality. When impact happened, she was thrown 
forward. The seat belts restrained her but the wind had been certainly knocked out 
of her. Della retained consciousness. The car skid half way through the 
intersection coming to rest by smashing a shuttle bus stop. Jake's car was still 
intact. He retained control of the vehicle. Jake hit the accelerator and drove his 
car out of there. Their followers' fate was not so fortunate, the Brown Victoria 
crashed head on into another car and both vehicles were totaled. 

Jake sighed in relief, making it through that intersection was a statistical long- 
shot. It is not always the most probable thing that happens. This time they hit one 
of those long-shots. They still could hear metal crashing into metal as more and 
more autos added to the jam. 

"Are you ok?" asked Jake. 

"Yeah" said Della, "you?" 

"Yeah". 

Jake began to drive out of town. "Where are we going?" asked Della. "My safehouse," 
said Jake. She asked no further questions. 


The trip to Jake's safehouse passed mostly in silence. She was softly crying. She 



was unable to stop crying. She didn't know if she would ever be able to stop 
crying. He made no effort to console her. They arrived at his safehouse soon as 
expected. Jake's safehouse was a country home almost like a cottage down a long 
unlit unpaved dirt road far from the highway. 

"We shall be safe here," Jake got out of the car. Della also got out only to see 
Jake pull long chains up from the ditch. She gasped in astonishment. They were 
mines. He was placing mines on the road. By now nothing would surprise her. A cold 
wind blew over Della causing her to tremble to the bone, as she realized she was 
about to enter a dark world that she herself would never have chosen. Della was 
emotionally spiralling out of control, falling head over heels, somersaulting 
involuntarily straight down the rabbit hole. 

"They won't drive down here with their lights on. If they come anywhere near, we 
will know, the alarms will notify us if anything is amiss. I will put out a 
distress signal. The army will be here by morning." 

"The Army? The army will come just for us." Della snapped back into reality. She 
saw Jake smile for the first time all night. "Yes," he said, "just for us". It was 
at that point Della realized for the very first time she had no idea at all who she 
was speaking to. 

He led her into his house. She was certainly impressed, retinal scan, fingerprint 
tracking, voice print id, so-called "mantrap", he certainly prepared from the 
worst. Something here was seemingly worth barricading in the tightest hardened 
security. 

Jake saw Della's interest, "Most of this is setup from my last gig, before joining 
the program I was." He hesitated, "never mind". She didn't inquire. She had learned 
her lesson not to ask. 

"What do we do now?" 

"We sleep. Tomorrow morning we go to work. But we don't go alone." 


Della awoke. She was at first confused not to be waking up in her own bed, her 
first thoughts were of Bran and that's when she remembered the holocaust of the 
night before. 

Della arose from the fouton and entered the kitchen. There was a glass of water 
next to eggs and a bowl of fruit loops. 

"Sorry", Jake admitted, "it ain't the Drake Hotel. How are you?" 

"I'm fine", she said. 

"I called in an entire unit." 

"A unit?" 

"Yeah, they're already waiting for us at the end of the dirt road. There's a shower 
and bathroom down the hall, we leave as soon as you are ready. Can you be ready in 
24 minutes?" "Yes." 

She didn't sleep well, Della was waking up periodically throughout the night and 
constantly replaying in her mind the entire scenario. Bran being shot in the head, 
Jake calling her out of the blue, those cars crashing. There was no TV. She 
couldn't look at local news to see whether anyone died. She might have known people 
who died in that pileup that she herself was in some way responsible for. No, she 
couldn't think like that. Life or death. Della was happy to be alive. 

Della had questions which sought answers. Who had tried to kill her? Who was the 



man on her couch? Why would anyone want to kill Bran and what were they killing 
for? What had she actually gotten herself involved with? Della knew the research 
was classified, material that was sensitive to national security, but important 
enough to kill for? 

She was beginning to trust Jake. He seemed absolutely committed not to die, and by 
doing so, keep her alive with him. Maybe that's all she could ask for. He said 
she'd get the answers they both sought at base. 

Della had spent all night questioning whether getting into that car had been the 
right move. Perhaps she should have just driven away and never returned, but in 
this line of work there was a proper exit procedure, you couldn't just quit, the 
authorities had to accept your leave, which would require a lengthy psych- 
evaluation, if she just quit and left town would they think she was the betrayer? 
They couldn't accuse her of killing her own boyfriend could they? She shuddered at 
the thought. It didn't matter, speculating as to what could have happened 
differently was a complete waste of time. Della had no time to waste on 
hypotheticals, moment-to-moment survival was now what was most important. 

Jake seemed in-the-know. Jake was a lot higher up in this hierarchy than Della had 
originally thought. She made up her mind at that point she would commit. Commit to 
this job, to this work, to this project, Della would commit - she had nothing else 
left anyways. This was something she could devote herself to, what she needed to 
overcome her loss of Bran, maybe this was her final option. Revenge would come from 
excelling at her work. 

Jake rubbed his eyes as the sunlight brightened the day. He had to get out more, he 
thought. Too much time spent indoors. No, he realized, what he was in for now was 
the exact opposite, this might be his last time outdoors in quite some time. 

He unlocked his car. Della entered as Jake bent down and inspected the underneath 
to make sure no explosives were attached. He walked its perimeter once and then he 
and Della drove down the main road towards the street where the military was in 
wait. 

Della saw that he wasn't joking. He really did ring in an entire army unit. The 
army trucks awaited Jake and Della a mile or so down the road. 

As they approached, Jake began to tell her a bit about the project. Della assured 
him she still wanted in, which pleased him. Jake avoided discussing particulars 
that he said she wasn't yet cleared for, but began to outline the 
compartmentalization policy. Della so far had played a limited role when her 
special epigenetic expertise was required. According to Jake, the rest of the time 
she was actually working, unbeknownst to her, for a project at a completely 
different base, they were simply keeping her busy in the intervals between the work 
that they required her for, but that when they needed her they needed her in such 
critical time frames that they had to keep her close at hand. 

"Our only hope lies in the fact that Massi wasn't compromised, if he's taken out 
we're done for," said Jake, more to himself than to Della. 

"Who's Massi?" asked Della inquisitively. 

Jake turned toward her and smiled, "Massi is who you work for". 

"I thought I worked for Peet" said Della. Jake laughed and said "Peet works for 
James. Jamie works for me and I work for Massi, or rather I work with Massi, we're 
separate department heads, but whatever, it doesn't matter, if he asks I do what he 
says, and if he asks anything of you, you also should do what he says." 

After a short pause of silence, Jake then turned to Della, 

"Massi is himself the most important person living on the planet." 

"Can you call him and find out if he's ok?" 



Jake laughed, "You don't know Massi. Massi doesn't use phones. Massi hasn't used 
phones since 2012." He laughed out loud. "He says they sap his strength and sully 
his spirit logos. He says he can't do work if he's experiencing cascade failure" 
Jake looked towards the young lady hesitantly, "if you knew Massi you'd understand. 
Massi is ....different." 

Della decided now was the time to ask the pointed questions she had had on her mind 
for quite a while. "Why are they attacking us? Who are they? What is this all about 
anyways?" 

Jake hesitated. "Listen Della, I can't tell you anything until you've been accepted 
and briefed on what we're doing in Level 3 ok? All I can tell you is that you will 
be safe and if you choose to stay there, you will remain safe." 

Jake stumbled for a dozen seconds and then chose his words carefully. "You need to 
know that we are doing the most important work that has ever been done. If the PLA 
found out what we're doing they would pay hundreds of millions of dollars or more 
to penetrate our inner security and get their hands on the relational network; 
they'd launch an attack with all they have which what we saw last night may indeed 
be precisely the precursor of" 

He saw Della's confusion. "Listen Della, forget the Supafac, forget the Naker 
treaty, we're not playing by the rules anymore, nobody is; international law is 
there for the politicians and ethics professors in the universities to exploit for 
their own basic biological needs, nobody anymore plays by the rules, not us, not 
the Chinese, not the Russians, the Japanese, Koreans, nobody. The Supafac is 
important work, relatively speaking, but what we're doing underneath is something 
you've never even dreamt is possible. What you're doing is really just cover for 
what we're doing beneath you. We sort of you use as a shield, both economically and 
logistically. We order supplies and recruit people under the guise that it is for 
the Supafac but the Supafac is really just meant to hide our program from the 
prying eyes of the career politicians in the Senate Intelligence Committee. They 
can't be trusted. They are civilians accountable to their constituents. If they 
actually knew what we were up to, it would cause them to make bad decisions and 
damage our national interest." 

Jake laughed, "funny actually, the real state power hasn't been in the hands of 
elected politicians for quite some time now." 

"What you're saying is that you're black-ops". 

"There's a lot of different kinds of black-ops, the term blackop is by no means 
univocal". He saw her confusion, then said, "but yes, in a manner of speaking, we 
are deepest of deep state". 

Jake exited the vehicle. General Nanther Ramtha walked towards Jake. They were 
familiar with one another and had met before. "Jakobson is everything alright? 
Everything is as you requested." 

"Thank you, General Ramtha" said Jake. "Didn't expect a five-star general, I'm sure 
your underlings could have," 

"No" said Nanther Ramtha, "I got a call from the joint chiefs this morning. Your 
security is my personal responsibility. I hoping we can share a few words about 
this matter on our way, there are some things which from my point of view," 

"Yes, Yes, let's go." 

"I brought the National Reconnaissance officer you requested." 

"Oh yeah, good, thanks." 

Jake turned to Della, addressing her formally for the first time. "Miss Calcalett, 
please show the officer your photo." 


Colonel Dorto motioned for Della to enter his jeep. Jake travelled ahead of her 
with the General. Dorto introduced himself to Della and asked her if there was 



anything she needed. No, she said, she was just fine. What a horrible lie, but 
sometimes formalities take precedence. 

They reached the base without any obstruction. 

"Wow." Della's jaw dropped when she saw the entrance to the base. There were 
thousands of troops, and tanks on high alert. "Are those anti-aircraft weapons?" 

She asked her driver. He remained silent. Dorto had gotten out of the vehicle at 
the entrance of the base, he needed to coordinate details near the perimeter. 

The jeep passed the security waypoint and obtained access to the base. The convoy 
soon slowed down. The driver exited the vehicle and reported to his boss in front. 
Della saw Jake exit his car and she went out to meet him. 

"Is all this necessary?" asked Della, as they entered the base. 

"All this and more" said Jake. "We were attacked last night, a well-coordinated 
hit, many people died; an insider betrayed our country. Until we know who he or she 
is, what happened will never happen again. We will deploy the entirety of our army 
if need be". 

A woman who Della vaguely recognized approached her and Jake. "Crimson, my friend, 
how are you, good to see you alive" said Jake, then he acknowledged the soldier 
adjacent to him, "Private Long", the tall man saluted. 

"Massi is expecting you." 

"So, he's ok." 

"Oh you didn't get word." 

"I was worried sick." 

"Yeah we're fine, the base wasn't attacked at all. But they attacked 21 personnel. 
The attack seems to have been coordinated across a fair swath of the hierarchy. 

They knew who they were going for. There have been minor disruptions elsewhere, but 
we're the only base whose communications were jammed." 

"Do we know how they did it?" asked Jake. 

"Hacked the switch?" asked Kate Crimson, "No, we don't. We're working on it. But 
you know how it is with these things, 90% of our telecommunications relies on 
civilian infrastructure the people who put it in place a hundred years ago had no 
idea what they were doing. Fixing it isn't a pressing problem to voters." 

"Don't remind me . " 

"We have the DHS assuring us this is no longer possible, but yet here we are." 
"Report to me daily anything of value. But now, I want to see Massi." 

"Roger that. Who's this with you. Is she cleared?" 

"No, yeah, thanks, I forgot, this is Della. You know Bran, right? Della was Bran's 

girlfriend" 

"Bran yeah good guy, we used to, did he...." 

"No, he died last night." 

They both looked at Della. For a moment, nobody said anything. 

Crimson turned to Della. "My condolences". Della, with tears in her eyes, nodded. 

"What's our current casualty count", asked Jake. 

"19 dead, 1 in the hospital, 1 unaccounted for" said Crimson. 

"Who was the survivor?" 

"Voriv. He killed his attacker." 

"He's a tough guy, that bodybuilding must have paid off." 

"Yeah Voriv lived his entire life just to survive that attack and survive he did" 
She continued, "the assailant's body in Level 2. So far we don't know who he is. 

His DNA is unregistered. No match on the prints. There's a search underway, I 
myself put it into Echelon, but I don't have results to share. The Sergeant got 
banged up pretty good, he's going to survive but he might not be his old self. He's 
drifting in and out of consciousness. He hasn't been able to inform us anything of 
value. " 



"Ok - keep me posted. Della will require a temporary clearance to Level 3, on my 
vouch. " 

"Sir" 

The base had a gigantic underground structure that one would never be able to 
detect from above. There were 4 levels containing about 3 floors on each level. 
Level 0 included ground level and the first few floors below the ground, Level 1 
was underneath and Della had worked beneath that one on Level 2. Levels 1, 2, and 3 
were all secret classified top secret, access authorized DARPA personnel only. The 
projects were compartmentalized in such a way that no one on Level 1 or Level 2 
really knew what was happening on Level 3. She heard rumors of 7 levels that went 
down hundreds of feet, but when she asked Jake he confirmed there were only 3 
levels but that Level 3 was quite considerably more deep than upper ones. 

The elevator doors opened into Level 2 and they walked through a special gateway 
manned by an armed guard. One by one they started through, as Jake used his voice 
as his password, he accessed elevators which were going down to Level 3. 

Della flashed Level's 3's guard the security pass but he said nothing other than 
acknowledging access by powering a switch. The elevator was now activated and 
together they went down in to Level 3. 

As they exited the elevator, Della inhaled a breath of fresh air. She was 
astonished to see thousands of plants growing hydroponically all around her in a 
huge auditorium-sized room over which they began to walk. 

"We grow all our own food here" said Jake after he noted her expression. "We are 
completely self-sufficient. If they attack the base, penetrate the upper levels, we 
will destroy the second elevator shaft and we will be closed off to the outside 
world. We have tunnels built with robots that go out nearly thirty miles. We have 
fuel cells to last 74 months. We are setup so we can produce enough food to last 
indefinitely." Della was in awe of what she saw. These people meant business. 

"Water is our Achilles' heel" continued Jake. "We are tapped into ground water but 
if we are attacked," 

"What are you expecting, a nuclear war?" Asked Della, as a joke, with a smile that 
soon gave way towards uncomfortable nervousness when she realized what a real 
possibility that could be. 

Jake took her question in stride with the utmost seriousness. For him that question 
was no joke and he had been briefed formally in the case of such an eventuality. 

"If any nuclear armed nation knew what we were doing here, they'd launch a first 
strike against this facility to get their hands on what we have, but to just blow 
it up, no, it wouldn't make sense, Della, what you need to understand is this." She 
perked up. "Up until now we have basically lived in a nuclear or so-called 'atomic 
age', nation-states are structured as part of an international system of alliances 
premised on our abilities to unleash massive destruction. Thanks to the nuclear 
power unlocked at the center of rare atoms churned out by the exploding supernovas, 
what happens locally is largely an effect of what is happening globally. Might 
means right. The power balance is held by nuclear weapons. United States, Britain, 
Russia, China, France, Pakistan, we basically hold every other nation in check, the 
price of which is mutually assured destruction carrying everybody's death sentence. 
It's a so-called Nash equilibrium where anyone who deviates will be penalized. The 
nuclear deterrent forces everyone not to screw around or only screw around as much 
as what is possible without unleashing global thermonuclear war." Jake stopped 
walking and turned towards Della. "But now the atomic age has come to an end. The 
technology that we are here right now building in Level 3 will completely change 
around the geopolitical system giving rise to an entirely new form of juridics, 



international politics and geo-rule. We, our country, we the people, the United 
States, will continue henceforth to hold technological supremacy. If we aren't 
careful, if they find out what we have or if we upset balance too early and turn 
every single other nation-state against us in recoil" Jake turned then began to 
walk straight towards the command center, leaving his current train of thought 
unfinished, picking up an earlier fork, "No one can know what it is we are doing 
here. But with last night's attack, it could be too late, we already may be now 
beyond the point of no return." 

"Massi!" Jake yelled towards a group of people huddled over a terminal. The center 
one smiled, said something briefly to his companions, took his lab coat off, then 
approached Jake. 

Massi: "I should have known that no one could ever get in the way of indestructible 
Jake Jakobson." 

Jake laughed. Massi said, "when I didn't hear from you I feared the worst." 
"Likewise. The entire base was down to the outside world". 

"So I heard." 

"We lost a considerable amount of people." 

"We must accelerate schedule and start stage 2." 

"But we're not ready, we're nowhere close to ready." 

"We have no choice, Jake, make the calls, get it done, we have to push forward, if 

word has leaked about Q, we have to move as fast as possible." 

"We need new staff, we can't rush this. This is the one thing we can't rush. If we 

rush this we'll get stuck in something we can't undo." 

"We have no choice, General", said Massi, calling him by his rank. "We have to 
replace Lucy, pronto, you know the significance of this work it's time-sensitive." 
Jake turned and invited Della into the conversation. "Della, here you know is 
capable but she has not been briefed. She also may require answers about what 
happened last night." 

Massi walked past Jake to approach Della. Della finally got a good look at Massi. 

He was definitely not what she expected. What immediately stood out was the scar on 
his cheek. It was tattooed over in a way that seemed to magnify its shock value 
rather than diminish it. He was tall and heavy built. Della calculated on the spot 
his weight at about 250 pounds and height 6'5 feet in height. Light-skinned, with 
black hair, he looked to Della perhaps part Native American, maybe part Asian she 
wasn't quite sure. He was a remarkable sight, to say the least. 

Massi approached Della. 

"Hello" said Della uncomfortably. 

Massi did not respond, he stopped about 2 feet away from her and just stared at 
her. Della became super uncomfortable and she felt as if Massi was peering into the 
depths of her very soul. Massi seemed to detect her uncomfort and sought to 
alleviate distress. 

"I heard about Bran, I'm sorry. I liked him. I truly did. He was a very special 
person." 

Della nodded, "I was told I would get some answers, are you in charge here, shall 
my questions be directed at you?" 

"I am the director of this project, yes. No one here has a higher authority than 
me. We, at the moment, do not know who did this to us if that is of what you ask. 
Though we have ways to possibly obtain some answers. You and I shall speak in depth 
later tonight if you are going to continue with the project." 

"Yes, I" said Della. 

"Ok." Massi interrupted, as he yelled for his assistant. "Kate! Escort Della to a 
visitor room, bring her lunch, and give her a computer without access to our 
network but with internet access." 

Massi turned to Della. "Jake and I will be occupied for the rest of the afternoon, 
spend the next few hours resting. By this evening we may have some answers. There 



are documents you will need to sign if you want to continue. We have new protocols 
in place, try to relax, if there's anything you need, ask Crimson". 

Della and Kate left. 

Massi approached Jake, "use the geohack to follow the trail from any one of the 
victims whose location we know." 

"Can do. Though, it might be quite a while for us to trace completely all the 
worldlines." 

"What is important is that we don't experience any more setbacks. We can still 
finish on time but our margin of error is now used up." 

"If you want stage 2 to start now we're going to need new staff. Do you want me in 
charge of that too?" 

"I'll handle Level 3 appointments. You deal with the people upstairs." 

"Do you have any candidates in mind?" asked Jake. 

"No, I don't and I know that's a huge problem. I want candidates chosen by 
tomorrow, with interviews and security background checks done by the weekend. Stage 
2 is a go as of the beginning of next week." 

"That doesn't leave much time for training." 

"They will be trained on the job." 

"And how about Della, she's really shaken up after what happened." 

"We need a new head of genetics. You assured me she's qualified." 

"Yeah she's qualified, that's not what I meant, she's competent, she knows what 
she's doing, but her emotional state troubles me, she will not be stable anytime 
soon. We have no guarantee how committed she will be to the work when she finds out 
what it is we expect her to do and after her desire for immediate vengeance has 
passed. This kind of thing can really unnerve people with supposed ethical 
considerations." 

"Honestly, I care about the work being done properly much more than I care about 
how she feels about it. If she signs the papers she won't able to say no anyways. 
Whatever moral feelings she has will just be structured by new constraints. You 
assured me she can complete Lucy's unfinished," 

"Massi, she's qualified to do it, but we need to approach this situation 
holistically. Right now, she's an utter wreck. As I said, she will not be 
emotionally stable for a while. First, there's no way she can possibly understand 
what Lucy has been trying to do because well she's not Lucy. You know Lucy," 

"I knew Lucy." 

"So we need to abandon Lucy's approach entirely and start a brand new approach with 
Della. It might be better for us anyways to stay on a path not so sick and 
twisted." 

Massi laughed. "You're right. The ethical considerations Luce was so blaze towards, 
we can never find someone like that again." Massi paused for a moment. "Get Della 
to sign those contracts, other issues we will deal with later. Add a new 
requirement, no one goes off base ever. From now on, no communication off base 
except through designated officers. I want nothing going in and out if it isn't 
through Private Long." 

"People aren't going to like that." 

"People are not my concern at the moment." 

Jake smiled. Massi was right. 

"And how is Q, did you tell him about the attack?" 

"Indifferent to our concerns as always. Get to the geohack machine and report as 
soon as you find something of value." 

Massi knocked on the door of Della's room and Della opened. 

"Sit down," he said, "this may take a while". She did as he commanded. The contract 
papers were sprawled out on the table, half-read, not signed. 

"I see you haven't yet signed the contract documents", noted Massi. 

Della was unsure what to say. "You're asking me for a lot. This job is all I have 
left. You want to lock me up down here without seeing the Sun. You're asking me to 
commit without even knowing anything about what this involves. You haven't told me 



at all what you are doing here. All I know is that this is a project that people 
are willing to kill for. I'm not a secret agent, I'm just a scientist; I don't want 
to be personally involved in World War III. I don't want to have anything to do 
with people who are killing innocent people. Can you assure me that whoever this 
enemy is they won't target my friends?" 

Massi replied in a soft voice, "no, I cannot". 

"Can you assure me my work will not be used to kill innocents?" 

Massi sighed, "no, I cannot". 

"Then what are we even talking about? If you want me to sign those papers, then at 

least you're going to have to tell me what my role will be and what duties I will 

be asked to perform." 

"I know we are asking a lot of you," Massi said admittingly, "Unfortunately, all 
these defense-in-depth security precautions are critical. If I told you fully what 
we are doing here you probably wouldn't understand it. And what you did understand 
about it would scare you off. I can't let you know what we are doing, only to have 

you quit, leave this base, go out there and become open pickings for anyone who 

wants to kidnap you, interrogate you and torture you. You'll end up dead like 
Bran. " 

She stirred in her chair. Massi had just gotten through to her. Over the past few 
hours, Della had tried to assure herself that she was safe now. She was alive on 
Level 3. This place was one of the securest, most strongly-defended locations in 
the entire universe. What Massi had just said reminded her that her fate was 
entirely open-ended. If she left the base, the same people who killed Bran might 
target her. Where would she go? What would she do? Level 3 was giving her a good 
offer the deal here being offered provided her safety and protection. 

"I want some assurance that I will be able to leave this base on special occasions, 
say if a friend is dying, or in the hospital." 

"I can't do that," said Massi. "At most, we can let you up to the surface on rare 
occasions, but only with military escort and you must stay on base. This is for 
both your security and ours, you're position is absolutely indispensable, we will 
not be able to train anyone else. This is as critical as it gets. If you fail we 
all fail. We must maintain absolute secrecy to the outside world. Not even the 
people upstairs are to know what we're doing down here." 

"What will I be doing here?" 

"The biogenetic engineering team, you'll head it, you'll replace Lucy did you know 
her?" No, said Della, shaking her head. 

"Let's just say your work will be on the cutting edge, on the very cutting edge of 
cutting edge, we will be doing stuff here decades ahead of the private sector." 

Della felt a bit unnerved. "Della," said Massi, "what we are doing here is the most 
important scientific research project that has ever existed in the history of", 
Massi hesitated for a brief second, "in the history of", he paused again, "in the 
history of OUR species" he said, putting stress tensely on the "our". 

"Can you be more specific?" asked Della. "Ok, how about this", proposed Massi, "you 
sign the non-disclosure agreement, and I will talk a bit about what it is we're 
doing here, enough to sample, so you can decide whether to sign the other papers." 
She was fine with that, looking for any reason to sign papers she knew she would 
sign anyways and so she promptly signed the non-disclosure contract. 

Massi smiled. They had come to terms. Massi knew once she signed one agreement she 
would sign the others. 


Massi turned the corner and opened into large open space; Della followed behind. 



The gigantic room housed computer equipment, monitors, and readouts from orbit; the 
geohack command console was a large machine, a dense contraption emitting an 
intensely loud and swooshing sound - lining the periphery of the room's outer walls 
- in the situated center of its spirally laid out computer terminals - was an 
intensely black sphere - both spinning and pulsating; the extra protective layer 
shielding instruments in house was flashing on and off from one color to the next 
as those shadows projected from its spincore newly formed into extra-layer 
accretions like liquid overflowing that buffer then coming round to again form a 
layer protecting it from itself being shorted. 

Della walked around it where there emerged a cavern much more brightly lit with 
readouts on the wall reporting what the machines were discovering; she saw images 
of people projected on a high-density multi-dimensional map, they were being 
quantified and outlines flashing in different colors illuminating certain common 
variables. 

Someone rushed over and flicked a switch so as to shut down the thunder of the 

machine with a sudden newly won silence. Jake looked up a bit surprised at why the 

machine was shut down. He looked up curiously saw Della looking at him and smiled. 
He took off his safety googles and waved to Della. 

The geohack device was kept in the dark; the bifurcating electromagnetic lightning 

strikes flashing onto its own walls along its inside surface boundaries formed 
various steady streams which covalesced into readying waves of modulating intensity 
whose waves blasted out - pulsed through a double-slit; it then, as it were, took 
the form of a blue shining projection. Each particle would scatter then dissipate 
like a perfect storm; shadows being cast out from under onto the screen for mining; 
booming loud thunderous swooping roars unsettled her and caused her to cover her 
ears. It had seemed like a visual illusion as it looked to suck into itself the 
space around it; it was actually folding space in on itself. It looked like the 
ultimate kaleidoscopic marvel; had it not been, no doubt, super dangerous she mused 
it might look fantastic in a shopping mall or at a ski resort. 

Still there was something frightening to it. She wasn't sure she wanted to be 
around if something went wrong. But it was beautiful, that she would most certainly 
admit. She could just stare at it all day. The resulting pool of ripples was a 
water-like colorful swirl, a whirlpool galaxy of spiralling marble patterns mostly 
orange but also some blue, pink and magenta; kind of like a multi-colored blue 
crystal ball atop a staff, the scry of the diviners, say, whose own inner 
phantasmagoria contained enough variation so as to obtain feedback parsed to what 
one brought along. In the projection there, there appeared several steady-stream 
concentrated flows, whose tesseractual architectonics would briefly appear, giving 
the semblance of a structure, tightening then in its formal definiteness before 
losing concreteness and corrupting, it dissipated and degenerated. 

The machine's overall effect exhibited new self-organization, it had a concretion 
of order, as it emerged in its self-reinforced structures whose architectonic a- 
emergence took place through violent fluctuation. Had she looked away towards the 
read-out on the wall she'd have seen its multi-colored holographic projection but 
she could not shift the assemblage of her dimensional attention this ensnaring 
projection kept her captive; located in her immediate sensory hereness. This home 
like secure sweet spot kept her body entranced, and stuck under its hypnotic spell, 
tumbling forward and forward, onwards and upwards, caught up she was in an 
ensorcellment of its own imagery. It was just going too fast for her to keep up. 

She wanted to reset and try to return back but she couldn't. She then felt she 
should just let go - time's to surrender to this very impulse; just go with it on a 
ride. 


It then projected a bright cone, which caught her attention, as it shifted towards 



the display tube; projected there were logarithmic algorithms accompanying some 
kind of hieroglyphic ancient writing; the highlights and colors fast flicked by 
repeating seldom, each bore a unique signature; they were seeking to by indication 
of association rules. It looked like they were trying to pin down its meaning 
through uncovering some sort of truth conditions; certain words were floating 
there; as slightly different fonts or being brightened and dimmed, it highlighted 
points indexed as coordinates on some kind of topological landscape the nature of 
which still remained to her a mystery; she had faith they knew what they were up 
yet it was all too much for Della to track. For her, without technical specifics, 
she was out of her league, if she wasn't careful, she might suffer a quantum buffer 
overflow, find herself entubed in some child on the playground. 

The projection kept abstracting back each order of magnitude until it reduced that 
former field to a tiny green point. Then the projections activated their close as 
its hologrammatically expanding bright cones ceased along the bottom crevices; as 
then spun and contracted Della thought to herself the entire scene looked to her as 
if it were right out of a science fiction story. 

"Della, Della, Della, DELLA!" screamed Massi. 

She snapped to and turned towards Massi. 

"Were you even listening all this time? You weren't just day-dreaming all this time 
were you? Don't tell me there's a need for me to repeat what I just said". Massi 
put his forehead in his hand, sighed, "oh mon dieu what's the last thing you 
remember?" 

Jake climbed out of the pilot's seat. He then closed the lid hatch and climbed down 
the ladder. "Reset control," Jake commanded. The room shifted color to deep 
magenta, the lights came back on and its geohack contraption contracted down into 
its self-contained tiny compartment. The purple lights brightened and the machine 
turned into a mute. 

"So she signed the contracts" asked Jake. "Welcome to the team Della. Welcome to 
team Human." 

"Thanks" said Della. 

"She's not formally part of the team yet", said Massi, "she signed only the non¬ 
disclosure agreement, she needs motivation to sign the rest." 

"Well let's give her some motivation then". 

Massi walked over to Jake and whispered something in his ear. Jake smiled. He said, 
"this is our geohack machine, we call it Sigma, it's a spatially-integrated 
geotemporal matrix accessor". 

"It's a, what?" 

"A Sigma. We access in real-time where any human, or any animal for that matter, is 
located on the planet. We can locate concentrations of matter which are 
biologically self-active, or so to speak, active and moving around." 

"So you're saying know where everybody is? Everywhere even inside or underground?" 
"Yes. We can detect lifeforms, or rather big ones, larger than an ant. We have to 
trace each geodesic one by one, so it takes time. We define each species member by 
its relation to its own specific worldtube, same goes with humans. We know where 
everybody is already but tracing the worldtubes is not always the easiest process, 
so we don't yet know who they are." 

"I see." She was out of her league. 

"We have exactly 8 trillion 466 million 203 thousand nine hundred and eleven people 
on the planet right now. Correction: Nine hundred and 13, Nine hundred and 14,15", 
reading the concatenating display" said Jake as he glanced over the display, he 
entered some commands and displayed the number on the widescreen. 



Massi saw Della's shock; it was all happening now in real-time; "really is 
incredible" Jake continued, "just under half over 4 billion we have already 
identified by name and birth location." 

Della was flabbergasted, "but how can you do such a thing?" 

"Worldpaths are detectable" said Jake "since they are themselves, relative to our 
communication with Q, formed retroactively and dependent on us in the here and now 
in terms of our own specific originary temporality we can use this privileged 
position to" 

Massi interrupted "we map these tubes and define their function based on their 
shape" 

Jake: "but there are often complications", he trailed off for a second in thought 
as if he was in some distant place, lost in theory for a sec, and then he looked up 
at Massi. Massi shook his head. 

"Nevertheless," Jake reasserted, "the geohack has radically changed our 
understanding of human history. There are officially no secrets; population 
movements, ancestral consanguinuities; alternative histories; we now know the 
facts. This is the motherload. More than we ever thought was possible, more than 
anyone anywhere ever dreamed possible, we have here now ready to hand." 

A shocked Della was speechless, she didn't know what to say. Open sesame to all 
secrets? Their claims sounded ridiculous, but they were not liars. 

Massi laughed. "Yeah we also were quite bamboozled. It turns out a lot of what you 
think is real authentic history, really isn't" 

Della was curious, "like what?" 

"Caesar adored performing fellatio on little young slave children" 

"Tell me something I don't know" 

"Hitler didn't die in the Battle of Berlin, he escaped and went to Argentina" 
"Really?" 

"No more" shouted Massi. "We have work to do. Do I need to remind you how against 
the clock we are?" 

Jake waved him off, "we can spare a few minutes. Want to put this to the test?" 

Della nodded. "Where was my great-grandfather's family from, my mother's 
grandfather, through her father" 

"Geohack query. Isolate American citizen" 

"State your name for the record" said the android machine. 

Jake tilted his head towards Miss Calcalett. 

"Della Tika Calcalett" Della said. 

An Android voice replied, "confirm Della Calcalett 1/1/1998", current location, 30 
Oikos Street, Biostheore, Delaware". 

"Yes". 

Jake said "Query maternal great-grandfather". 

"Confirm mother Mariann Monsetta, 10/2/58". 

"Marianna, but yes." 

"Confirm maternal grandfather Claudio Monsetta 6/5/1919". 

Della nodded. 

"Confirm maternal great-grandfather Marcus Monsetti 5/27/1899" 

"Amazing," said Della in astonishment, "just amazing." 

"Birth location," asked Jake. 

"Piedmont, Italy." 

A squiggly worldline appeared on a projected map of Italy. It also looped up to 
Austria. 

"What's that loop?" asked Della 
"a vacation to Austria" 

"wow I never knew" 

"Impressed?" Asked Jake. "Very" said Della. 



"But but but", she was at loss for exactly the right words, "how is how is knowing 
this even possible?" Jake and Massi laughed. "How can you possibly obtain this 
information?" 

Massi: "Everything that happens in this world leaves its imprint stored as a 99% 
recoverable track in consciousness" 

Della was confused. Stored in consciousness? Like the consciousness-in-the-head, 
our consciousness? 

"Do you know about the holographic principle?" 

Della shook her head. He glanced at Massi. Massi was motionless. 

"The so-called real world is an utterly wonky place. At the deepest level, at this 
level planck level" - he pointed up towards the machine, "see where you see the 
space fold there", Della nodded, "it splits a thing in two you no longer get half 
and half of the thing, you get whole and whole. From a 1 not a .5 and .5 but 1 and 
1. We're harvesting it to power the machine. From planck level - this zero-point 
energy, so to speak, the notion that we crunch it sounds crazy I know, violation of 
conservation laws what have you, truth is you have to throw thermodynamics out the 
window; there's noncommutative logic, furthermore, there's this thing Wheeler-De 
Witt equation, waveform of the universe, the quantum hamiltonian constraint, and so 
on" 

"No", interrupted Massi. "start from the beginning or else we'll be here all day 
long" . 

"Material subsistents", Jake tried again from the very beginning, "they exist. They 
persist in time long enough for us to observe." 

"Ok I'll trust your word for it. That doesn't sound too crazy". 

"It turns out the universe stores its entire history, what we prerelativistically 
called past, present and future, at each and every single point. Or rather, there 
are no point particles, my point being, what you think of as a point really isn't a 
point at all, inside each supposed point there's an enfolded hyperdimensional 
string revealing its dimensional information in relation to the Calabi-Yau 
manifold? Does that term mean anything to you, Calabi-Yau? Have you heard of 
Calabi-Yau manifolds?" 

Della shook her head. It didn't mean anything to her. 

Massi: "We don't have time for this. Move on". 

Jake gave him a derising look. 

Jake: "We can access higher-dimensional information inside these, as I said, 
Calabi-Yau manifolds - mining Kaluza-Klein particles. You heard of Kaluza-Klein 
particles? What do they teach you in school? We trace these structures to discover 
how the multidimensional holes overlap and intersect. Through this knowledge we 
derive the postulated values for the constants physicists plug into the equations 
without asking why they are what they are" 

"And you're saying these constants they are what they are, gravity is as weak as it 
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"right" 

"because of these holes?" 

"Yes. Our sigma machine works directly on these fabrics of spatialized time" 

Della shook her head. This conversation was flowing way past her reach. Massi 
checked his wristwatch. 

"These manifolds have some remarkable properties, non-locality, irreversibility in 
time, negative gravity." 

"No", interrupted Massi. "No more. This is a total waste of time. She doesn't need 
to know any of this". 

Della nodded. Massi was right. She didn't need to know. But if this machine really 
meant open-sesame like Jake said it did, then there was one thing quite pressing on 
her attention. "Can you use this machine to find out who killed Bran?" 


Jake smiled at Massi - Massi nodded; Jake said, "I told you she was on it. That in 



fact has been my task for the last 3 hours. I'm trying to trace the geodesics to a 
common nexus we can identify. Unfortunately, our would-be assassins are ghosts." 


"Ghosts? Like spectral ghosts?" said Della, a bit haunted; stranger and stranger 
this was becoming. 

"Sorry," said Jake, "not ghosts ghosts; we use the term 'ghost' or a 'haunt' to 
supplement a label for a node not yet identified, one not identifiable through 
regular channels or by tracing central office phone records. Speaking more 
precisely, they are not only ghost, they are ghost-shells." Jake saw her confusion, 
"they are not American citizens. Many come from Costa Rica, one from Nicaragua, one 
from Venezuela, and another from Guinea-Bissau. What's more only in two occasions 
do the worldlines of the assassins come close to overlapping. I wasted half an hour 
trying to try to figure out what was going on there whether that event was of any 
importance but I'm pretty sure now that it was nothing." 

Massi then said, "So someone hired a bunch of Costa Ricans who didn't know each 
other?" 

Jake replied "amongst others, yes. They look to be independent contractors, paid 
assassins, first guess, they're professionals hired separately". 

Massi: "then our fears have been realized" 

"They seem to be aware of what we can do and they are taking precautions against 
us" Jake cleared his throat, "which means" 

Massi repeated, "which means". 

Jake: "they know." 

Massi: "we don't know how much." They looked at one another, this was a 
conversation to be had later. 

They both looked at Della. 

"So are you in?" Massi asked Della. 

Della paused. She would have to think this over. 

Massi: "Try to get some rest. We start at o-seven-hundred". 

Della went to her new quarters, mulled over the contract. She signed and resigned. 
She felt a little post-signature depression like she had just herself sucked out of 
her own soul something vitally important to her, she then felt a bit alienated in 
and extremely claustrophobic in this tiny cube; realizing this tiny room, almost no 
more than a prison cell would be what she called her home for the next two years. 


Massi left his quarters, took a long shower, then sojourned into a mess hall, where 
he saw Jake hunched over a plate of pancakes. He requested his breakfast in a box, 
then nodded in Jake's direction. 

They settled in a conference room next to the geohack. "Another dream again," Massi 
said under his breath. 

"Do you want me to get one of my teams on this, we might not be able to grip a 
target but we can rv the dreams, we can queue up the dream itself, or a black-box 
scan and see what's what." 

"No, I told you it would interfere. Any interference from our side would weaken me, 
who knows how bad; I can't fight two fronts at once". Jake wasn't going to press. 
Massi knew best. 

Jake also had had experience of dreams being invaded; prior to joining the project, 
Jake headed a team of psygents; he had chosen various military intelligence 
officers from the top echelon elite; these were former hackers; veterans of the 
clandestine deep state program to investigate Unidentified Aerial Phenomena; they 
spent multiple years viewing these "close encounters", it was his personal task 



assigned from the highest ranks of American intelligence to work on new 
reconaissance applications; they were seeking to enhance abstract model formation 
in the development of certain key new cutting-edge technologies. This would be no 
ordinary research, their thoughts would be accelerated with the use of 
hallucinogenic compounds, which his team also used so as to probe, mine and 
remotely penetrate foreign strategy of a rogue state and its capabilities. 

Jake's squadron had had unbelievable success before a Chinese PLA counterpart unit 
caught them, so to speak. The PLA began shadow-cord thwarting Jake's team at each 
intentional step, their psychic ability to gather accurate real-world data was 
foiled; they were at a loss, they lost their ability to access the external world, 
it just kept bouncing back, his team was ready to try anything; even self-viewing 
the actual PLA network's invasions but alas, ensuing rising etheric recrimination 
ended very badly for our side, the Americans; 2 of his psygents, personal friends 
of his, who he had grown up with as kids, among Jake's closest near and dear 
companions died of aneurysms instantly, on the spot. Seeing his best friends heads 
hit the desk with blood spurting out of their orifices was the most gruesome thing 
he had ever seen. 

It turns out PLA were somehow able to booby trap certain informational pathways 
which they used to draw them into their own honeypot referential target domains and 
then with the capacity to hyperrelavistically twist them in such a way so that 
anyone who fell would never get out; they booby-trapped their neural 
mnemonotechnics by somehow setting off integrity tripwires which they just couldn't 
get out of. So they kept dosing higher and higher hallucinogenic doses in order 
escape the clutches of foreign shadows. His own psygent brains snapped quickly with 
a loud thump one after another. No one knew what had really happened; psychological 
unity broke, their department suffered. Linder this kind of dominating pressure, 
even a most sound psygent mind soon snaps. Once minds began to snap like 
toothpicks, when foreheads crashed on desktops; this was when the Senate 
Intelligence Committee scanned the entire thing, reconsidering it completely; in 
due time, the entire psygent project was disbanded, scrapped, kaputz, without a 
sound reason why. Inference to the best explanation, nobody in Congress or for that 
matter the U.S. Senate wanted to deal with explaining anything remotely like this 
to constituents; "uh yeah it turns out there's a PLA psychic minefield floating in 
the ether and we fell in, now we're all stuck in Chinese psychic entrailment". 

"Is it time to tell Q about these dreams?" asked Jake. 

"You should know better," Massi responded. "Q is certainly not our friend. Q 
doesn't care about me or you. Q cares only about Q". 

Jake: "That's not a whole lot different than humans". 

They were both silent for a moment. "You were irresponsible yesterday talking with 
Della." 

Jake knew what Massi was speaking about. "She's going to find out it all anyways, 
just how long are we going to keep her in the dark?" 

Massi changed the subject; "we must of necessity find two new people to replace us. 
I'm virtually irreplaceable; the amount of people who can do this job I can count 
on one hand and I know each of them personally, they're not going to want to do it. 
They don't need the money, there's no incentive to provide" 

"Yeah, I think I might have a solution." 

"Say what you mean" 

"Why don't we ask Q?" 

Massi extorted a cough in derision, then a quick glance at Jake warning him this 
wasn't the appropriate time for his teasing; ridiculous, or was it? His prima facie 
reaction then dissolved, soon followed by an ink blot of doubt ripping, tearing, 
through the crevices of his cascading modular reasoning; then certainty of a new 
spreading activation had first crept in, had then spread, expanding, now fully 
enveloping his psyche. What a great idea; he felt as if he had just seen the light. 



Yes, that was it; yes, that was it. He saw the future lighten up in front of his 
eyes. 


Calamina was at the gym, when he got the call. "Hello hello, Calamina speaking, how 
shall I direct your call." 

"Hu-Gao, Ministry of State Security, I am calling to tell you we are a go we have 
obtained Pyongyang's approval for a Merleau-Ponty-based first strike nuclear 
assault against those serpents hovering in the lower-astral". 

Calamina recognized the voice of his apparently not dead mentor putting on a 
deliberately terrible show. "Can I believe these ear drums of mine? If it isn't 
Jake Jakobson, the master, I had thought you lost old man." 

"To clarify, as do others" 

"No really, no joke, they told me you died, bro; they told me you died; that drone 
strike last year, the 9/5 crash. The one that hit the military base." 

"I resurrected. It's a specialty of mine own." 

"Yo, you alive, bro, you alive; best news I be hearing all week." 

"I need to see you. I require a few days of your time." 

Calamina laughed, straight to business. "My bitch rates have gone up double, no you 
still working for the man? You still working for Ivanka Trump's government; make 
that tripled, my rates have tripled, tripled since last time." 

"Done." 

Calamina was shocked. "Really? Joking me? You joking me? You think I'm a pushover?" 
"Why do you think I'm calling" said Jake. 

"Ok, I'm in. They're not going to blindfold me this time are they?" 

"You can count on it." 

"But I want your word, give me your word this time, this ain't gonna be like last 
time, we're not letting what happened last time happen again ok, you hearing me 
brother?" 

"They won't take your pills I promise you." 

"Then I'm yours sign me up, hook line and sinker." 

Calamina was addicted, no addicted wasn't a word which covered the depth of his 
condition. He was past hooked, his dependency was post-dependency. If someone would 
accuse him of being addicted to drugs, Calamina would himself quote Salvador Dali, 
"I am drugs". Cama, as his true friends called him, would never have existed prior 
to bio-printers. He was on a steady dietary regime of multiple synthetic 
pharmakoceunauticals, which unbelievable that today in this day and age he could 
still perform depth magic with. 

So Calamina cooked together these concoctions which each when fused enhanced his 
own cognitive activity like a charm; synergistically accelerating his synth power 
through a spreading activation those exercise people could only dream of. 

To Calamina these weren't just party drugs, which is to say, this wasn't 
"recreational", so to speak - except for the fact that it was in fact re-creational 
in essence. A lot of neurological finetuning went into the project; neurological 
reimprinting, astrologically purified in its machian churns, tip-toed along the 
edges, along the edges, tip-toe as an art, a totalitarian art for art's sake. This 
was how he explored the edges on the boundaries of outer limits. 

Neurotransmitters were his lifeblood. Neurophysiology, as he saw his proper wonder 
tissue, was not a subject that the body itself studied. It was the body. It was the 
body itself. He couldn't stay alive without upping. The body required it. If he 
didn't have his pills, he would snap; he wasn't just hooked on his neurotransmitter 
cocktail; he was the cocktail. 

Keeping a regulated flow of a certain neurotransmitter mix was absolutely vital to 



stay alive plus it fed his personal addiction, that is, it allowed Cama to enhance 
synergies and make full use of full recombinant potential; there was no Cama sober. 
A sober Cama would revert back to the person he was before, who even was that? A 
sober slave? He didn't even know who that was anymore, he'd sometimes get glimpses 
of it, what it used to be like when he had a day job, but it was a different kind 
of knowingness, one whose existence he had long sought chemical aid to void out 
completely. 

His own body simply wouldn't let happen; his body wouldn't let him fall into 
sobriety. He wouldn't allow himself to fall. Sober was for servants. Let the 
servants serve, as it were. Cama had a saying, for people who observe, they are not 
only themselves knotted, they are the knot for those who are themselves the 
observation. Some say that's wisdom. 

He was past the point of no return; this was a one way street. Eschaton or bust. 
This was a one-way trip, the psycho-pharmaceutical Oregon trail, a forward escape 
of his own detrimental sober condition. He needed his pills, he needed to stay on 
the up and up; he needed to keep up his fuel reserves, there was no what if not; 
there were no two ways about it. 

Jake himself knew Cama's drug addiction was a liability, more than a liability, he 
had those fools upstairs to put up with. He needed Calamina at his best; his pills 
gave Cama ability to bracket; to shrug off common thinking of his epoch; to evoke 
contemplation of essences as essences; in his study of essences, twisting and 
turning each in every particular way, he forgot about entirely whether or not what 
he was looking at was real or not real. To him, it no longer mattered. The back- 
and-forth games he played with his own mocking inner spirits took the form of 
democracy, an inner one, a democracy among parallel selves. Without a chemical 
supplement, he'd end up the worker not the boss. 

For Calamina, in those phenomenological depths, whether or not what he was doing 
was real or not was of no concern, not because it didn't matter, but because what 
was important to him was how the phenomena manifested sorting hanging together in a 
loosely sedimented bric-a-brac. 

Drugs helped Cama to perform his magic - his own master art - where magic and 
memory and mnemnotechnics merged becoming one as both object and method. This deep 
magic Calamina himself wove directly into the gravitational field both inertially 
through an injection of space here and there and required by the syncopated 
sustaining of a certain neurochemical combination whose fascist-like order and 
tight-knit structure kept his self-organized communicative circuitry in an economy 
of force. Still, like a motor boat, it required being refueled constantly, so as to 
maintain its emergent order through periodic cycles and phases of fluctuation. If 
these hallucinogenic-imprinted pills were the only way he could phenomenologically 
destroy cogito sum, then the joint chiefs would just have to deal with it. 


Cama arrived at the base and descended into Level 3. 

"Jake you bastard you are such a tremendous, argh", said Massi when he saw Calamina 
walk out of the elevator. "I told you no. He can't be here. We will get in trouble 
a month from now when someone looks over a list and crosschecks it", without 
finishing, Massi turned around, then walked away. Jake laughed dismissively, this 
one was his call, and this was the move he had decided to play. "No one's 
committing anything right now." 


Cama shrugged off the dismissal, "he never liked me. 
"Do you expect him to like you after what you did?" 



"Those hugger-muggers had it coming." 

"That wasn't your call." 

Jake hugged Calamina. 

"It's been a long time, how long?" 

"Too long." 

"There are papers for you to sign, non-disclosure agreements, you can't leave for 
the next 48 hours." 

"Psssss. Always business with you, eh?" said Calamina, "I'll sign the papers if you 
say there's nothing funny in there". Jake handed him a clipboard, Calamina scrawled 
a barely legible legal hand mark, his signature, over the line. His signature 
wasn't a common signature but a scrawl of capital letters S I G. Why he signed 
every signature SIG, nobody knew. 

"Why do you think you're here?" 

"because you and your sober colleagues are weak. Those people you oppose you on the 
grid - you know they have a word for you, a word for you that describes you to the 
teeth, you know what it is? Fuel." 

Jake laughed, this was going to be like old times. "You know me. We need someone 
who knows me, someone who knows how to build; someone who constructs on my 
developed foundation." 

Calamina laughed. "Fat chance. That'll require years of hard work. Bitch work. You 
can't find hot candidates now who are willing to do that kind of bitch work in 
neuroplasticity against the shadow loser other. Top people don't take chances no 
more; top people nowadays they totally ignore what they're seeing, convinced it is 
some kind of illusion, you don't undo that without a hardcore neuroplasticity 
regime, say you got someone good on paper, good metrics, good shizazz, best of the 
class, hardworking, what are the chances once trained they're actually able to 
fly?" 

"Exactly, you of all people know how bad this is for me. That's the crux of all of 
it. There's no one that knows how to do it. There's no time to train someone. We 
need you. You know my system works." 

"Like a charm, bro". 

"These other people, their just not, they don't", Jake stumbled looking for the 
right word. 

"Minds poisoned beyond repair. It's the new social networking; it's destroying 
their deep structures" 

"Don't remind me" 

"Remember Donovier?" 

"Vaguely" 

"He went back to school and he did a doctorate in Korba's social matrix theory, 
that boolean support vector stuff" 

"Really?" 

"Yeah, he's working for Bluebook; he says that he has evidence that the social 
media engines are running siren servers so powerful that they are not only drawing 
the gullible sailors in; they are actually able to create new people right out of 
the social biomass." 

"How is that possible, like they can spawn them like golem" 

"No no, the new people they find birthed into the world, they are connecting right 
into their theoretical invariants, as appetitive desiring machines, yes, they're 
falling into a set of quantum patterns laid out along the lines which the sirens 
can impress themselves upon, subtly coercing, and what's more they are trading each 
other in human lives like true possessive individualists, have you heard of social 
edging?" 

"Forget it, another time. What's important now is I need you. I don't have time to 
convince someone how to do it my way. You know how real it can be. You don't need 
any convincing" 

"I saw you ride the space wave bro, you've held your own against the leprechaun 
cackling and the black triangles, you know I know you know I know, you know?" 
"Nobody's gonna want you here, your record is irreparable. The joint chiefs will 



only give the ok if it is agreed you will not leave for several years and no 
talking to the outside world." 

"Bssssssh prison?". Calamina spat dismay, then laughed. "Bro I ain't ready to blow 
my life away; on this shizazz on - what it is you are asking me to be doing? You 
can't tell me right, but you want me to sign? I want to note for the record this is 
typical Jake Jakobson, outright preposterous requests while you behave as if you 
just passed the salt; we're speaking wonderland tumbling down the rabbit hole here 
we a go. Talkin' crazy speak, youza better have coin to back that speech up, you 
know I'm worth my price. What's my value to Ivanka?" 

"5 million. 2 years." Looking on a bit, he gave in. The price was right. Calamina 
indicated his affirmation. 

"5 million. 2 years. One thing more you give me a document in writing from Miss 
Ivanka herself I have absolute right to quit after 2 years." 

"Not gonna happen. But you'll get this document in writing, you can send it to your 
legal affairs" said Jake. 

"Legal affairs", what a joke, what legal affairs, he looked up at Jake eagerly, 

"And I get my own printer and I get absolute right to print what I want when I 
want. " 

Jake nodded; he knew this would be a requirement. It came as part of the Cama- 
package. He knew the drug addiction would cause cognitive dissonance with the 
chiefs; he'd have to get them to turn the other cheek. 

"Full rights to cook. I'm a print whatsoever I want. I want to hear you say it," 
"Full rights." 

"Even that new batch they outscheduled last year." 

Jake nodded. 

"Sweet" Cama smiled, this was a bonus, he wouldn't have expected it to come out so 
easy in his favor, he would in fact have been ready to settle without a insanely 
new experimental schedule ahead of him, but this was certainly a bonus, ceteris 
paribus. He hadn't expected Jake to recognize so readily his agenda for cognitive 
freedom. This was in no way going to be a dull run-of-the-thread exercise. He was 
back again doing drugs for the government. For two years, it was time to say 
goodbye to civil society. 

"Do we have a deal?" 

"We do. So is this the new batcave? If you're Batman and I'm Robin, when do I meet 
bat-girl?" 


The next morning Massi again saw Jake eating at the cafe and waved to him 
indicating that he wanted a private meeting. Jake scooped up the breakfast tray in 
front of him met up with Massi and they then walked on down the hall; Massi then 
said "for the record, picking Calamina is a terrible mistake. We're dooming it. 

This project. We don't even have a remote chance of staying afloat." 

"For the record", Jake repeated, "you have made your reservations clear already. I 
factored your lack of forgiveness into the factor analysis equation with 
sympathetic feature metrics and this decision still passed threshold of expected 
value; you think only of the past but our infinite replicability into the future 
has to be our criteria of selection. We have to be aware what crashing and burning 
looks like, say we pick the wrong person, we're sabotaged completely. Cama is the 
only candidate that I'm confident will not sabotage us completely, with Cama as our 
pointman we're removing our worst case scenario." 

"If you would have asked me yesterday, I would have told you picking Cama was our 
worst-case scenario." 

"That's why I didn't ask. You know our delegations of powers. You know this 
decision is in the end mine alone, so just look at it this way, one task is 
complete, we can now move on to finding your replacement, a chore which will surely 
be orders of magnitude more difficult." 

"Natawie Walapowiecz" 

"What? You know her?" 



"Nope" 

"Then how?" 

"I took your advice to heart. I asked our friend behind the iron curtain pulling 
the levers" 

"Ahh. I see." Jake was excited. "That's what Q said? Natalie what was her name?" 
"Natawie Walapowiecz" 

"Natawie" 

"She lives in Western Australia. I looked her up on the geohack, she's in our five 
eyes system, Australian citizen, but there's nothing that might indicate she's a 
person of interest. She hasn't left a 20 mile radius in 4 years. She lived in 
Britain. She's originally from Melbourne. She seems to have attended Oxford for 6 
months, we got Oxford's records but it didn't say much more than she dropped out 
and went back to Australia. That's all I got." 

"Wait. When was this? How old is she?" 

"23" 

"Uh. 23." He was a bit taken back. "Are you sure about this?" 

"Get her here within the week" 


Natawie emerged from the elevators and was hit with a breath of fresh air. Wow, she 
thought, I wasn't expecting a biodome this is a jungle. Natawie strut her stuff 
along the biodome's bridge to the portal where the walkway split and the cubicles 
and administrative systems became apparent. 

Kate Crimson approached her, informed of her arrival, and called for Jake. Soon 
Jake approached. 

Natawie: "so who do I have to thank for getting me swiftly and smoothly out of that 
nightmare contract." 

Crimson pointed to Jake, "that would be him." 

Natawie skipped over playfully towards Jake, stepped on his toes, and planted her 
lips directly on his with a huge smooch. 

Jake was taken aback. Her kiss caught him completely off guard. It had been more 
than a decade since he had kissed a girl, it had been half his life since he kissed 
a 23 year old. 

"Too forthright?" asked Natawie. "Pardon my misgivings. Please know that I am 
forever in your debt. You guys buying me out of that burn was the best thing ever 
to happen to me personally. Whatever it is you want from me, just ask and I will be 
the good girl involved no questions asked." 

"Massi will be very happy to hear that". 

"Massi, so he's in charge?" 

"yes" 

"Boss?" 

"yes" 

"and you're his underling?" 

Jake paused a little, hesitated, "yes". 

"tell him that I am forever thankful" 

The door to the room opened, and Massi entered. 

"you can tell him yourself", said Jake pointing at Massi. 

Natawie bowed, Massi nodded respectingly. 

"I can only imagine how much Bernard forced you to pay for me" 

"A drop in the bucket" said Jake. 

"If that's true, you guys have an astonishingly deep bucket" 

"It's called the United States Government" 

Bernard forced me to sign non-disclosure agreements; non-competition clauses but I 
want you to know I believe such intricacies are for the courts, and the courts are 
two centuries behind, if you guys want to know anything about him, just ask" 

"Wait, you worked for Bernard Mark?" 

"What you didn't know?" 



"Isn't he wanted by interpol for that Ahoon hack?", he looked to Massi, "you heard 
about that right?" 

"Not anymore", Natawie proudly announced, "he paid them off, they're completely 
corrupt, it wasn't a violent crime so no more than a few million made the problem 
go away. He has immunity, he testified, they didn't like it but, now he's a free 
man. " 

"Sounds vaguely familiar, how long ago was this?" 

"BeMark is a complete and utter nightmare the craziest berserk psycho you could 
possibly imagine. When I signed up to be, to be" she faltered, then spoke softly 
almost under her breath, "his personal assistant", "I thought it would just be 
standard secretary stuff, not a personal responsibility to, you know, be a janitor 
of psycho-badgering, while doing his PR and legal on the side. Nobody knows what 
he's actually doing, I can assure you; and you can't tell him I told you or else 
he'll take that seriously and go even more berserk; he holds personal grudges 
against people down the decades; he's a complete lunatic berserk psycho" 

The room was silent. 

"Which is why", Natawie continued, "I'm so happy you've recruited me, onward fro" 
Cama walked into the room, "did I hear complete lunatic berserk psycho mentioned in 
a context where for once someone else other than me was being described?". 

"Cama meet Natawie" 

"Natalie like that actress Natalie what's-her-name?" 

"it's actually pronounced like Nataweh as if well, don't worry about it, it's not 
important" 

Jake: "We were speaking about Bernard Mark, are you familiar with him?" 

Cama: "Bernard Mark. Where do I know that name from?" 

Jake: "Did you hear about Operation Makemake?" 

Natawie turned back to Jake and said, "if the Australian government got a hold of 

what BeMark's doing, they'd shut him down immediately; he's pumping out massive ELF 

waves through the Australian Pacific Northwest, among other questionable blockchain 
activities; but, no, it's crazy, the sound is being pumped out along these low 
frequencies in accordance with the man's brain wave patterns; it's pumped out over 
vast distances, hundreds of miles" 

"but what can that possibly do? That can't possibly help him, how?" 

"I don't know, what I do know is, it makes him mad and dangerously berserk. The 
BeMark helmet, don't get me started, he wants to patent it, he wears to pump out 
these vibrations which, the engineering of it was atrocious that I can attest to" 
she thought for a moment from elsewhere, "forget about it. Well, using the outre 
machine, or for that matter the BeMark helmet, he pumps out these sinister brain 
waves over hundreds of miles all over the Northern Bedford level. I can also attest 

he has, unfortunately, the power to cause an increase in traffic jams, electrical 

outages, stock market shifts, corporate takeovers, he hasn't been able to fine tune 
the details yet but he's getting tremendously close. Questionably, it's only a 
matter of, well, he's been talking with some old friends of his who want him to 
cause outages at bank vaults and that kind of thing, a bunch of sinister villainy 
the personal characters of the riff-raff of people who keep him company." 

"How did you come to his attention?" 

"He grew up with my godmother Evanna Hamermann" 

Jake: "You're the goddaughter of Evanna Hamermann?" 

Natawie: "I am indeed. No genetic relation." 

Massi: "Oh wait, I think I know her, where do I know that name?" 

Jake: "she created las Merge cypher" 

Natawie: "and much else. She, no doubt, would have won the Nobel prize by now had 
she not been involved with that proto-terrorist group when she was a teenager, they 
are "liberators", she would tell, truthfully, they were a bunch of punk kids 
prison-ready before they even began to demonstrate. The Nobel committee could never 
appear to condone those kidnappings. She's been blacklisted for years from any 
professional award. She taught me everything she knows" 

Jake looked at Massi. Massi smiled. At least they hadn't just paid a million 
dollars for an amateur. 



Natawie continued, "but I have to ask, how did you know where to find me, nobody 
knew I was working for BeMark, I had to keep my employment top secret. I was told 

that you asked for me personally by name, but I have no idea how you could have," 

Jake: "don't worry about it. You'll learn the answer soon enough. There are some 
contracts for you to sign" 

Crimson: "She already signed them" 

Jake: "really?" 

Natawie: "Yup. I'm on board. I'm one lucky duck to be free from BeMark's tentacle 

contract. I'm fine with whatever you guys want, anything, I'm here to do it." 

Massi: "ok we are having a briefing at 1700 hours, as of tonight we are a go on 
Stage 2" 


Cama: "Camalina", he said introducing himself, "but you can call me Cama, everyone 
else here does" 

Natawie: "Nice to make your acquaintance" 

Cama: "likewise" 

Silence. They were the first ones there awaiting the others to join. Cama risked 
some Smalltalk. 

"Do you print?" Asked Cama with a mischievious smile on his face. 

"Do I what?" 

"Print" 

"Print?" 

"Yeah, do you cook?" 

Jake and Della entered the room. 

"Cook? wait, are you asking if I cook or if I print?" 

"Do you cook chems?" 

"Ohhh, you're asking me if I bioprint chemicals, no no, I don't do drugs, most 
assuredly not." 

"You're missing out" 

"Ha. hardly. Whenever you take a drug it takes from you something you can never get 
back and one has incredibly few of those pieces to give" 

Cama laughed, "that's not exactly wrong, but if you are on its team, it also gives 
you something you can't get anywhere else, exchange aside, never mind the perks, if 
you are grounded sober how do you fly?" 

"Fly? what are you asking me this time?" She looked to Jake, "your buddy here needs 
to go to a definition doctor and get straightened out. How much are you paying him? 
I hope he's not getting paid more than me." 

Jake laughed. Natawie turned back to Cama, "no no drugs for me. For this girl 
sobriety is a precondition of clear-thinking." 

Cama: "How can you live like that, it's terrible." 

Natawie said "I don't seem to be having a problem with it." 

"Man, as if you're living on the edge of your CNS-being intentionally jacked 
constantly. How do you relax, no moreover, how do you even deal with that fear?" 
"The fear?" Natawie asked puzzlingly. She, at this point, was actually beginning to 
care about what he was saying. 

"Sober fear" said Cama. 

"Sober fear?" repeated Natawie again puzzled. 

"The sober check fear" clarified Cama. 

Natawie repeated "the sober check fear" puzzled again and this time a little 
dumbfounded. 

"The feeling of getting raped from all sides at once", clarified Cama. 

"You two are gonna get along just great", Jake said as Massi himself entered the 
room; he commanded the attention of those present. 

Everyone was looking at Massi and he cleared his throat loudly. 

"What we're talking about here doesn't leave this room" 

They nodded. They agreed. 



There were five bodies sitting around the table now. Jake, Della, Massi, Cama and 
Natawie. Kate was manning the machine, there'd always had to be someone on the con. 
This was the new inner circle, only these five would have access to the 
communications array, only these five would have passcodes. If all five went down 
the project would have no future, the results would not be unencryptable, and thus 
its discoveries would thereby be lost to oblivion. It was not an ideal situation 
but they still had to securely compartmentalize. 

"I know you have many questions and before we start I want to make sure you know 
this isn't the time to get those questions answered. Jake and I also have deep and 
troubling fundamental questions about what it is exactly we're doing here we 
ourselves aren't entirely comfortable about this. We spoke at length about how we 
were going to impart this critical information to you in a way that wouldn't 
overwhelm you". 

"Not a good start" said Cama, looking at the others. 

"Just tell us" said Della. 

"A xenomorph may possibly be involved" 

"Hot damn! You boys bagged yourselves an alien", said Cama enthusiastically. 

"Wait a minute, he said possibly", said Della. 

"We..." Jake's voice sort of trailed off, "don't quite know we can't confirm Q is 
really who he's saying but, yeah we bagged ourselves" 

"Q you call it Q?" interrupted Natawie. 

"It calls itself Q". The room turned towards Massi. 

"You fed it the Rosetta Stone and that's what it chose?" asked Cama. 

"Precisely" said Massi. 

It was Della who broke the silence that followed, "so it's like what, a little 
green man?" 

"We..." his voice sort of again stumbled "don't know", admitted Jake, "we don't see 
his body, we see only what he wants us to see, that is, his specific signature 
letting us know he was there somewhere, we are getting from him life prints 
biodesigns which he has pointed out his own species' biologic from which we have 
been able to recreate not much more than its corporeal shape". 

"What - there? Letting us know he was there? What do you mean?" 

"Now is not the time to go into geodesic specifics or to speculate what it might be 
like for him on his side, we know he can't really distinguish between us as 
individuals, he sees us not as individual bodies, but as differential signatures 
fractured according to some kind of hyperrelativistic quantum logic we're still 
fuzzy as to the real nature of, we think it's some kind of geometrogenetic 
practice, we map its event ontology. The same event generator acts here and there. 
By his manipulations of the event generator on his end, he can cause events on 
Earth to come to being." 

Cama: "He's performing magic in the Ficino sense of creating far-off action-at-a- 
distance" 

Jake: "Yes close enough" 

Cama: "Is Q subject to the same conceptual vulnerabilities as Ficino onto- 
pneumatically?" 

Jake: "Yes he is in fact which is why he's eager to talk to us and give us his 
view; there are so few he can speak with without his own side unravelling and 
falling entirely out of whack" 

Cama: "Have you pico'd him?" 

Massi: "Pico'd? Is that psygent tech talk?" 

Natawie: "Wait a sec I'm several steps in catch up so this, interface you have, you 
said you connect to it?" 

"Yes", said Massi, redirecting the conversation, "we have a quantum information 
processor and sync'd into the Blarney frequency wavelength where we engage and can 
communicate logos back and forth. It codes through exploiting the checks of rarity 
in the event generator's scriptings, it's moving in a way to prevent identical 
things from crashing". 

"We're running out of time", added Jake, he looked to Massi, Massi nodded, "there's 



only have a certain amount of back-and-forths available before the event scripting 
signature coordination with Q is disconnected from us." 

Cama: "you know I'm a layman about the funky wonky quantum stuff deep down, but can 
you explain it to me as if I'm underage, like a child, pretend I'm five, you've 
entangled some cubits". 

"Actually, entangling 60 cubits wasn't the tricky part, we were stuck for many 
years until a rare-earth element known as neodymium facilitated far better 
actuators than we previously were capable of, as far as we know we are the first to 
make this breakthrough to spin it in neodymium, which costs a fortune, that's why 
the other quantum labs haven't found Q, as soon as we got the new machine online 
with our new actuators in place the anomalous data began pouring in. It took a 
while to find, coordinate what we were dealing with, then fortunately for us we 
found out how to communicate and, in a manner of minutes, he gave us a complete 
rundown, it's not the first time someone else found him". 

Massi: "when we found Q, or rather it wasn't our prerogative, we say we found him 
but it was him who guided us through the final coordinations, he basically fished 
us in to his wavelength by attracting us through pointedly anomalous data; 
surfacing out of the blue, Q popped up his curious head plodding us playfully into 
a saying of what's up" 

"And you said" asked Della. 

"Yes, we asked for evidence. Was it him doing what he was doing; could he prove he 
was doing what he says he was?" 

Cama: "and did he come through" 

Jake and Massi looked to one another. Jake then said "sort of". He looked again at 
Massi, who shrugged, Jake said "he did, it checked out". Massi then added "sort 
of" . 

Jake: "Let's just say we asked for evidence we got it but we only have this rare 
opportunity because the neodymium is so pricy only those Japanese deep sea scrapers 
can peddle a mountain of it like we required. If someone else creates a like one, 
they will blow our steady-state quantum connection, we only have a certain amount 
of back and forths before our event generator stabilizes into its habits, and we 
lose our signal to its proper homeostatic patterns. The only reason we can 
communicate along this wavelength is because what we're doing hasn't happened 
anywhere else; we're actually communicating through a kind of rareness spread 
throughout the world. The entropy's habit will soon naturally saturate and consume 
our signal line, so it's only a matter of time, so we have to use this opportunity 
to get as much as we can from Q while our novelty lasts" 

Cama: "I don't understand". 

Della: "Neither do I". 

Jake: "the way we can communicate across light years without breaking the 
transmission limit" 

Natawie: "the speed of light" 

Jake: "Right. The way we are speaking to Q is through event-generated rarity. It's 
not a signal transmission" 

Della: "Through rarity? 

Cama: "I don't understand". 

Della: "Neither do I". 

Massi: "Let me try. The block universe is finished. Fatalism ala Minkowski is no 
more. There's actually a process scripting new events out of already existing 
present events" 

Cama: "Bossman. The block universe was finished 25 years ago" 

Jake: "Not now Cama" 

Cama nodded. Now was not time. 

Massi: "This scripting out of already existing events it highly depends on the 
formal scriptings previously attained" 

Cama: "The presence of the past" 

Jake: "Yes, but don't stretch this into resonance stuff, it's a highly technical 
digital matter, involving double articulations and isomorphic mirror image parity 
balancing" 



Cama: "If you say so, sounds to me like" 

Massi: "Let me finish. Since the scriptings inside the neodymium actuator are so 
rare, we can actually communicate back and forth through tweaking the habit of the 
scripting event generator. Since nature's a unitary entity" 

Natawie: "Wow I get it" 

Della: "You do?" 

Natawie: "Yeah essentially, or at least I think so. The same event generator is in 
action here and there; when each side flips back and forth it is constrained on 
each turn by what new formal constraints its counterpart has added, or rather, 
which possibilities out of infinite possibility it has closed" 

Jake: "But there are limits to how long it can go on for" 

Natawie: "There'd have to be; soon the spectrum will dissolve once habit falls into 
its coarse-graining and what it is becomes microclassed" 

Massi: "Predictable" 

Jake: "Determinable" 

Natawie: "Yes, it will become subject to quantum constraints due to its relativized 
restricted economy, no aberrance, no anomaly, but wait it should be glaringly 
obvious by the amount of constraint added in each turn when that will be" 

Jake: "4 to 5 months if we keep up present rate; only when there's a far-from- 
equilibrium state do we get this non-local signalling" 

Natawie: "Alright, I love this, now we're getting somewhere" 

Jake: "But if someone else gets their hands on this neodymium setup" 

Natawie: "We'd deplete fast, just how much did you guys blow originally in trying 
to figure out what it was all about?" 

Jake: "A lot, 60, 70%" 

Massi: "More." 

Natawie: "So it would be gone fast." 

Della: "so what's my task?" 

Massi took the lead, "Cama, you are our psychedelic pointman; it's your duty to 
test our intentional theses in your metalanguage, your assignment is to dive as 
deep as you can and try to coax Q into nestling up next to you, clip a file on his 
fabric and hold on for the ride. Jake has pieced together the beginnings of its 
semiotic grammar, I know it will obviously appear alien to you" 

Cama: "Funny. I didn't know you were still capable of making jokes". Massi ignored 
him. Jake gave him a stern glance. 

Massi: "Pass its shape dynamics through the gauntlet and tell me what you find" 
Jake: "Della most of what we get from Q has to do with new designs for life, 
designs which Q urges us to make, he wants to experiment on his own biodesign whose 
blueprints it will be your job to decode you're assignment is to make as many of 
these genetic blueprints a reality, if we make these and provide Q feedback he will 
give us the feedback we want in turn" 

Natawie: "So your supposed extraterrestrial is outsourcing his labour here" 

Massi: "He's sometimes uncooperative with what he gives out, untainted eyes on it 
will go a long way for some leverage. You'll get to ask questions and if they are 
on topic expect uncannily precise answers." 

Natawie bounced in her chair, "what about me?" 

Jake looked at Massi, Massi stayed still. "Sorry, we're still not exactly sure why 
you're here, what's your expertise again?" 

Natawie: "Name anything I can do it". 

Jake: "We're going to have to play it day by day and so determine your role as we 
go along, for now, you're primary assignment is shadowing around Massi; if 
something God forbid happens to him, it's his role you'll take over" 

Natawie: "But if you guys don't know what you want me to do, you don't know what 
skills I have, how did you know about me to request my participation in the first 
place?" 

Jake looked at Massi. Massi said, "Q requested you personally." 

Natawie: "Q requested me? Wait a second, I might have radically misjudged this 
entire situation, you asked some space alien who he wanted to be his human cohort 
and he chose me" 



Jake: "Yes, that would be exactly it" 

Natawie: "for what purpose?" 

Massi: "We haven't the foggiest idea; we were really hoping you could tell us" 

* * * 



